







Would be hot ftumblc ? would he not falldowne , . 
(Since pride muft have a fall) and breake the necke 
Of that proud man, that did ufurpe his backe? 
Forgivenefle horfe ; why do I raife on thee, •> oq 
Since thou created to be aw'd by man , ' j. pj 
W as’i borne to beare?I was not made a horfe • 

And yttlbeare a burtheulikean Afle, J , ' 

Spur-gall’d,and tyr’d by jauncing Edlingbroo\ze\ 

Enter, Keeper with a dtjh. 

JSTeef. Fellow, give place, here is no longer flay. 

Rich. If thou love me, ’tis time thouwer t awayt 
Groo. What my tongue daces opt , that my heart fhali 
fay. ■ " Exit, 

. Keep, My Lord wilt -pleafe you to fall too ? 
j?*V/>.Tafteof it firft,asthou wer’t wont todoo. 
Keep. My Lord Idare not,: Sir Percy of Exton, 

Who lately came from th’King, commands the contrary. 

Rich. The divell take Henry of Lancafter , and thee; 
Patience is ftale and I am weary of it. 

Keep. Helpe, helpe, helpe- 

Enter Ext on and Servants. 

Ri. How now? what meanes death in this rudeaffault? 
Villaine, thine ownehand yeilds thy deaths inftrument, 
Goe thou and fill anpther roome in hell. 

r Exton Jlrikesh-tmda^wi 

That hand, jflial l -hurne in never-quenching fire , , , , ^ r: 






Mount, mount my fouIe,thy feate is up on high, 

.Whil’ft my groffe flefh finkes downeward here to dye* 
Ex. As full of valour as of Royall blood, 

Both have I fpilt; Oh would the deed were good, 

For now the divell.that told me I did well, 

Sayes that this deed is Chronicled in hell. 

1 his dead King to the living King ile beare, 

Take hence the relHand give them buriall here. Exit '. 
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